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in the company of four of my friends and
of an admirable moon; the whole presided
over by a big owl beating its wings around
us. Paris in the moonlight, at that hour,
is truly a very beautiful spectacle. It
resembles the cities of the Arabian Nights,
where the inhabitants were enchanted dur-
ing their sleep. Our party was singular
enough: there were represented four nations,
each one having a different point of view.
The trouble was, that some of us felt
obliged, in presence of the moonlight and
the owl, to assume a poetic tone and tell
commonplaces. Little by little everybody
talked out of reason.

I do not know how and by what associa-
tion of ideas that semi-poetic evening makes
me think of another which was not at all
poetic. I went to a ball given by young
friends of mine, where were invited all the
ballet girls of the Opera. These women are
mostly stupid; but I have remarked how
far superior they were in moral delicacy to
the men of their class. There is only one
vice which separates them from other wo-
men: that is poverty. All these rhapsodies